


The Tragedie 

I can nalonger hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In (hating out that which you haue pild from me : 

Which of you trembles not that Jookcs on me # 

If not ithat I being Queene, you bow like fubie&s. 

Yet that byou depo(de,you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villaine, do not lurneaway. 

Gio, Foule wrinkled witch, what makft thou in my fight? 
But repetition of what thou haft mard. 

That will! make, before Iktcheegoe : 

A husband and a fonne thou owed to me, 

And thou a kingdoms, all of you alleageance: 

The fortow that i haue, by right is yours* 

And all thepleafuresyou vfurpe,is mine. 

Cjlo , Thecurfcmy noble father laid on thee. 

When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper* 
And with thy fcorne dre wft riuers from his eyes, • 

And then to drie them, gauft the Duke a clout* . > 

Steept in the bloud of pettie Rutland : 

His curfes then from bitterneffe of foule, 

Denounft againfl thee, are fallen vpon thee. 

And God, not we, hath plagude thy bloodie deed. 

Qu. So iuft is God to right theinnocent. 

Haft. O twas the fouleft deed to (lay that babe, 

And the mod mercilcfie that euer was heard of. 

Si. Tyrants themftlues wept when it was reported. 

T)orf. No man but prophecied reuenge for it, 

Buc. Northumberland then prelent, wepf to fee it. 

£ht, Mar. What? were you (nailing aii before 1 came* 
Readie to catch each other by the throar. 

And turns you now your hatr ed all on me i • 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile fo much with heauen. 

That Hcnrie.sdeath,n>y louely Edward? death, 

Their kingdomes lode, my ift'ofuilbanilhment,- <• 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pierce the deude^and cuter heauen! 

Why then giue way dull cloudes to my quicke curfes : 

If not by warre,by furfet dieyoui king! 

As our by murder, to make him a king. 


of Richard the third.' 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of W ales* 

For Ed ward ray fon , which was Prince of W ales. 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violence, 

Thy felfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 

Out liue thy glorie,like my wretched felfe : 

Long maift thou hue to waile thy childrens lode, 

And fee another, as I fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy gloric,as thou art Raid in mine ." 

Long die thy happie dates before thy death* 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England : Queene* 

Riuers and Dorfet, you were ftanders by, 

And fo was thou Lo. Haftings,when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That nooc of you may liue your narurall age. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Gio. Haue done thy charme thou hateful! withered hag. 

And Icaue out theefffay dog.for thou (halt hear me 
Jf heauen haue any greeuous plague in ftore. 

Exceeding thofc that I can wifh vpon rhee : 

Olet them-keepe itnil thy fiiines be ripe, 

And then hurlc do wne their indignation 
On thee r he troubler of the poore worlds peace s 
The worms <>f confcience ftili begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends (ufpeft for tray tors while thouiiueft, 

And eakedeepe tiaytors for thy deareft friends. 

No (leepc clofe vp that deadly eye of thine* 

Vnlefle it be whileft feme tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a heltofvgly diuels. 

Thou elui(h markt,abort)Ue rooting hog. 

Thou that waft (said in thy natiuitie 
The flaue of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Thou (launder ofthy mothers heauie wombe* 

I hru loathed ifTtie ofthy fathers Joynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thou detcftcdj&c. 

Gto, Margaret. • 

Richard. Gio, Ha. 

£>h.A1 . i call thee not, 

Gio. Thcnlcrietheemercieifotl hadthougbe 
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